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MONODIES 



MONTEZUMA 



As the wind rolls across the flowing treetops, so the 

Delicate haze, blue flowing into green, rolls 

Over the violet and brown undulations of these mountains. 

Blue mist flowing into green mist over 

The violet and brown undulations of the earth. Thus 

Life flows into Death above Time's translucent contours. 

These mountains are the fingers of a sleeping hand. No 

Jewels adorn its tawny tapering fingers. But in the silence 

It moves forward through the delicate haze 

(Blue flowing into green), while no one watches. 

you of the blind silent eyes, who stand 

Your feet among the mountains and your head lost 
Above the heavens translucent as Time's contours — 
And no jewels adorn your forehead, nor do your blind eyes 
Peer toward the Mystery, being themselves the Mystery — 
Move you a step nearer in the silence, your feet stirring 
The delicate mist like soft sand 
(Blue flowing into green), while no one watches. 

WILD HORSES 

1 am amazed at the joy of the horses. 

They beat on the earth with small round sharp hoofs; 
They cut the face of the earth to wrinkles, 
And thunder their life and lust in God's face. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

They sweep in a curve like smoke of a prairie fire 
(So they must seem to God who watches) 
Weaving a pattern of grays and browns 
That shifts and swirls — a magian's carpet — 
That flows and swirls like smoke in a crystal. 

Above, the intent face of God who watches. 



ON THE MESA 

This I saw on the mesa's edge 
As the sun sprang up chanting: 

A squat girl, 

Naked as the red rock; 

Brow, face, breasts, limbs, 

Square lines in red rock; 

Arms reaching toward the sun; 

From parted lips 

A silent song, veering like a swallow's course, flying. 

This I saw on the mesa's edge 
As the sun sprang up chanting. 

But the sun outleapt its ardor, dwindled 
To a cynical blinking yellow eye, 
And she drooped heavily. 

And I could have fingered her naked flesh 
As one might touch crumbling stone! 

[302] 



